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Mile 11:  If I just focus on that the bob-
ble head lady I bet I can cover a mile 
or two without even noticing it.   
 
Mile 14: So far so good.  Legs are nice 

and warmed up.  But they 
may need a break.  Or 
some Powerade. Or a four 
wheeler.  But hey, I’m 
halfway there.   
 
Mile 17: Where’s the bob-
ble head lady when you 
need her? 
 
Mile 17.5: I have never 

seen shorter shorts on another human 
being in my life.  And he’s at least 
eighty.  And he has better legs than I 
do. I hate this game.   
 
Mile 20:  So, umm, I just ran twenty 
miles.  Shouldn’t that count for some-
thing?  Is there maybe like a jeep or a 
horse or something around here that 
we could hitch a ride down for the rest 
of the way’?  I’d settle for the twenty 
mile medal.  There’s no twenty mile 
medal?  It’s ok.  I’ll make one myself.  
 
Mile 23:  Death. Death to whoever 
signed me up for this thing. Death to 
the ninety year old in spandex shorts I 
can’t catch up to, and definitely death 
to that kid who just sailed past us on 
his ten speed.  

(Continued on page 24) 

I view my marathon experience as a 
progression—like one of those post-
ers about what people learned at dif-
ferent stages in their lives.  The 
height of their knowledge on life 
ranges from how to avoid eating 
broccoli to knowing why it is impor-
tant to love people depending on how 
much they have experienced.   
 
I think any payoff that is worthwhile 
goes through stages like this…. 
 
The Starting 
Line, 4:30 
a.m.: I have 
never seen this 
many people 
huddled around 
a garbage can 
on fire before.  
Nor have I seen 
spandex in such 
gargantuan proportions—at least not 
since the mid-eighties.  Isn’t there a 
law against that sort of thing?      
 
Mile 2: If the whole thing goes by 
this easily, I will be looking back at 
this and laughing in no time. 
 
Mile 4:  OK, “Deer Crossing” is 
apparently a big thing for the next 
three miles or so—I better keep an 
eye out. 
 
Mile 7: I’m not sure, but doesn’t 
heavy rain accompanied by pea sized 
hail usually mean it is time to go in-
side?  And is it a bad thing that more 
water is now flowing OUT of my 
shoes than is going in?  Hey, at least 
I don’t have to avoid the puddles 
anymore.    
 

 

 

The Payoff 
Shannon McOmber, Communications 

D iana Forsey (we just call her “the 
new girl” around the office) and 

I just ran a marathon.  Yup. 26.2 miles 
of excruciating pain, awarded with a 
finisher’s medal and a Dixie cup of Ga-
torade for the ride home.   
 
Of course there were other perks.  We 
witnessed some of the shortest shorts 
known to mankind on some of the 
lankiest elderly citizens I have ever 
seen.  (With such an impressive ward-
robe and the shuffle to match, I could 
tell these guys were really headed some-
place.)   
 
There was also the bonus of getting to 
run right behind the lady whose cranium 
bounced around on her neck like a 
dashboard bobble-head.  I got through 
six  relatively painless miles thanks to 
her—you don’t think about things like 
how much your legs hurt when you are 
witnessing such a phenomenon as the 
human bobble-head.         
 
There was also the torrential downpour 
we were fortunate enough to experience 
right around mile nine.  (That also 
meant we were fortunate enough to be 
around for the torrential blisters that 
followed at mile 18.)   
 
But, somehow, despite the sum of its 
parts, the whole experience was actually 
something I treasure. Something I will 
never forget, and something I may con-
sider doing again.  (Don’t remember I 
said that.)    
 
I guess, when it comes down to it,  how 
you feel about something doesn't always 
hinge on the actual experience—it 
hinges on how much you put into it. 
 

Where’s the  

bobble-head lady 
when you need her? 
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Usually, unlike the Marathon, the only end I see of the 
Rally is the hours of planning and packet building and letter 
writing and designing and editing and binding that goes 
into our Rally presentation. Then, I stand on the sidelines 
and hand the big boys their Gatorade as they board the 
plane to DC and run the race with the Senators and Con-
gressmen that we prepared so hard for. 
 
Not this year—this year I got to run the race with them.        
 
Preparations for my first trip to Washington DC began long 
before I picked Richard and Shauna Brotherson (Utah’s 
best tasting water representatives) up at airport parking at 4 
am Monday morning.  (Our flight didn’t leave until noon, 
but the Brotherson’s were first time fliers and were a bit 
nervous about the whole thing. (Editor’s note:  In the previ-
ous sentence,  the word “nervous” could also be substi-
tuted with “panicky,” “green” or “disabled with fear.”  
Shauna was as bubbly as any human I’ve ever seen at 4 am, 
but I was sure  Richard was going to lose it.  I have never 
seen someone who could get their head that far between 
their knees.  He almost ran into himself coming back 
around the other side.) 
 
But as we de-planed in DC and began a week of meeting 
with Utah’s Legislative Representatives to request our 
funding for the year, I experienced the payoff of a race 
much like the one I would finish three weeks later—I saw 
the process from start to finish.  There were moments of 
satisfaction (like having Senator Bennett’s staff know ex-
actly who we were, what we did, and why we were there, or 
having Congressman Cannon compliment our hard work, or 
having Congressman Matheson perch on the edge of his 
desk and talk with us like we were old friends and tell us 
that we are the most worthwhile organization he votes to 
fund.)   
 
There were also moments of frustration (like flying 3,000 
miles to meet with someone who was actually delayed in 
the exact place you just left, or enduring the pain of hoofing 
it for ten miles in between appointments with high heels 

on—the guys just didn’t understand that one.)  
 
But, as I went on an evening run around Teddy 
Roosevelt Island on the Potomac my last night in 
Washington DC, and I thought back on the week 
we had at the Rally, and the weeks that lead up to 
it, and I was proud.  Proud of what we had accom-
plished.  Proud to live in a country where you have 
the freedom to talk with your governmental repre-
sentatives and go for a run in a beautiful park on 
the same day. Proud of a Nation full of heroes who 
had made it possible for us to do all of these things, 
and proud to be a part of Rural Water.   
 

Mile 25:  So there is the finish line. I can see it.  It is only 
one measly mile away.  I think it is moving backwards.  
 
Mile 25.5:  Great. Wind.  It has to be coming at us at least 
one, maybe two miles an hour. It feels so strong that I 
think we are, in fact, running in place.  Yup.  That’s gotta 
be it. I mean, how else do you explain the fact that we keep 
going, but that freaking finish line isn’t getting any closer?  
And why isn’t that trash blowing around—this is a raging 
squall! 
 
Mile 26.2:  I’m sort of numb and I may have just fallen 
over.  No, don’t pick me up. I like it down here.  Thanks 
for the medal. This will look nice on my casket.  So, is this 
what a runner’s high feels like?   
 
Why on Earth did I wait so long? 
 
I don’t think I will ever be able to duplicate the rush I felt 
after I crossed the finish line.  I don’t know if it can be 
classified as a runner’s high or an idiot’s delirium, but 
whatever it was, it felt like a million bucks.  It felt like at 
least $500,000 because I was done running, and another 
$500,000 to know that I had accomplished what I set out 
to do.  (OK, maybe 60 / 40.) 
 
But even now, as I look back, I  realize that the real re-
ward wasn’t the medal or the Gatorade or even the enter-
tainment I enjoyed following the bobble-head lady around 
the lake.  The real payoff was the whole of the experience.  
It was the preparing, the laboring, the sweating and the 
work put into something, and then finishing it just like 
you’d hoped—even if it was a little painful to get there. 
 
But the marathon isn’t the first time I felt like that this 
year.   
 
Three weeks before the Marathon I got to be a proud rep-
resentative of Utah Rural Water at the National Rural Wa-
ter Rally in Washington DC—what a sweet success that 
was.   

(Continued from page 23) 


